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Summary: Mike and El aged up couple of years. Spending a day at 
the cabin leads to heavy petting and a little more. This is my first 
'smut' fic. Please forgive what's bad and enjoy what's good. 


El-evated Heat 


Heat El-evation 


It had been two years since Starcourt and one year since Hopper had 
been brought home from the Upside Down. Things had returned to 
normal as they did in the In Between; the time when the Flayer was 
licking his wounds and regaining his strength... 


The cabin, once El and Hopper's secret home, was now a getaway and 
one the Mike, El and The Party would take advantage of whenever 
they could. Today, though, was about El and Mike. They had come to 
woods in Mike's not so new Volvo. It was white with a burgundy 
leather interior. He had no complaints. It was an anniversary of sorts, 
the third anniversary of El's return and the closing of the Gate. It 
wasn't a romantic remembrance, but it was at the same time. It was 
the day Mike discovered that El was alive. It was a landmark for him. 
Fore her, too. It was the day she was finally about to see him again; 
in person. 


The two snuggled together under a blanket and watched the fire 
through the door of the wood stove. The had made lunch and 
watched some TV, but were now on the verge of nap as the fire's heat 
mingled with the heat of their bodies under the blanket. 


El was more beautiful than ever. He leaned in and kissed her nose. 
She raised her drowsy head and met his next attempt with her lips. 
Their lips pressed together, mouths opening and tongues darting and 
twisting around each other. It was slow and sensuous, heads tilting 
back and forth as the intensity of their kissing rose. It was hard to 
keep your eyes open when you are making out, but Mike tried. He 
saw the heat in her neck and the pink flush rising to her cheeks. His 
arm was still around her shoulders as he cradled her. He felt her 
urgency rise; her breath was coming harder as they continually 
adjusted their bodies for a better, deeper angle to kiss. 


He resisted the urge to touch her breasts, a move that had been shut 
down by El herself two years ago and a line that had not been 
crossed since. Yes, they were still making out. Only. She could touch 
his chest, but he could not touch hers. The one place they both agree 


it was okay to touch was each others butts. Sounded weird to say butt 
at 16. Ass was so much cooler, but El didn't go for swearing and he 
guess he agreed. Was ass really that bad a word? 


Mike's dick was already hard. Being this close to El, her body 
touching any part of his body sent the blood flowing. The kissing and 
even innocent touching made his wood throb almost painfully. This 
was usually dealt with once he got home by beating his meat and 
getting the release that he continually fantasized about getting from 
El. Hopper should award them each a medal for all the times they 
stopped, thinking better of crossing the line. 


He moved once more, and took to the opportunity to adjust his dick 
to a less painful position. He sat back down on the couch, one arm 
stretched over its back, the other on her hip. She fell in next to him, 
her knees on the cushions to give her the ability to kiss his neck. The 
sensation jolted through him as her sucking on his neck was edging 
near hickey level. He pulled away, which brought a moan of 
disappointment. Without hesitation, she made a move he would not 
have expected...ever. Her hand was in his crotch, resting gently on 
the bulging outline of his prick through his jeans. Mike drew in a 
sharp breath and shot a look at El, whose eyes were open and staring 
into his soul. She still had a sleepy look, acting almost drunk in her 
slow, purposeful, actions. 


El knew she was crossing a line; a line her dad had drawn; a line 
Joyce reinforced. But she was tired of waiting. Tired of not knowing, 
not seeing the...penis in Mike's jeans. She had seen the outline of it so 
many times. The way it had grown larger and longer before her eyes 
as they kissed, or rubbed each others feet or backs. It was a mystery 
she was ready to solve. At least she felt ready. If nothing else, she 
wanted to see it. Maybe touch it. She wondered what Mike did with 
it in private. Max had told her some things, but she had stopped her 
friend, not wanting to know too much about what she did or what it 
was like. El knew she was not like Max, not as active with sex. She 
was okay with that. But today, right now. She wanted to know. 


Her fingers glided over the hardness within his jeans. It was harder 
than she imagined it could be. She poked it and heard Mike hiss: 
"Gentle." She looked at him as she softly ran he her fingers over the 
elongated form. His eyes closed and he moaned in what she assumed 


was pleasure. She kept at it allowing her fingers to roam over the side 
and up toward the top. She was surprised to feel it jerk beneath her 
fingers. Letting her fingers close around the form, near the top, she 
squeezed it lightly. 


"Oh my god!" he blurted, sitting up. "You have to stop." 


She kissed his chin, his lips, his nose, and returned to his neck all the 
while gently squeezing his shaft. "Why do you want me to stop? It 
feels good doesn't it." 


"It f-feels amazing, El," he stammered. "But, I don't want to make a 
mess of my underwear. It's uncomfortable afterward." 


"After what?" El asked, only vaguely aware of boys sticky stuff. She 
felt like a child sometimes. Saying sticky stuff when cum or jizz was 
what she heard in the locker room. Still, she felt strange using those 
other words, so she didn't. 


"If you keep doing that and don't stop," Miked admitted, bashfully. "I 
will shoot off." 


"The sticky stuff?" El asked, emboldened by Mike's confession. 


Mike's face turned a deep shade of pink and he broke eyes contact. 
"Yeah, the...sticky stuff." 


"Would that be bad?" El asked, her eyes twinkling with prospect of 
pleasing him and experiencing something new. 


Mike's eyes widened and he drew back from her a fraction. "Bad? 
Uh..." 


"It makes you feel good, right? Really good?" El probed. 
"Well, El, er.." Mike fumbled, unsure how to respond. 


She reached for the shaft again and with her thumb and index finger 
began to stroke it gently. It had softened on a bit, and when she 
stroked up she felt a wet spot at the top. It was small, but noticeable. 


"Did you shoot...off already?" El asked, indicating the wet spot. 


Mike rolled his eyes in embarrassment. A moment he had been 
waiting for for a long time was here and he was the one who was 
unsure. Perhaps it was the thought of Hopper's service weapon 
pointed at his balls that made him hesitate. 


"No, El," he said, releasing a breath. "I didn't. That is a smaller 
amount of the sticky stuff that leaks out before a guy shoots for real." 
It felt weird talking to El about shooting his load. He didn't even talk 
to Will about it. Not much, anyway. 


"Do you want to shoot...for real?" she asked, her brown curls a mess, 
her eyes somehow begging him to say yes. Her lips we open only 
slightly and his mind leaped to an image of those soft lips covering 
his dick. The warmth, the wetness, the heavenly sensation of which 
he had only scratched the surface when he jerked off, and the blessed 
release. He could feel the premature orgasm rising. He stood quickly. 


"It's too much, El," he said, frantically. "The thought of you, touching 
me, stroking it, wanting me to shoot. It's too much. And, I don't want 
make to make a mess by cumming in my pants!" 


El looked up at him from her position on the couch. The fact the he 
was nervous was obvious. Was he scared of her dad? He should be. 
Was he embarrassed? Why? Would this change things between them 
in a bad way? 


"Sit down, Mike," she encouraged, patting the seat next to her. 


He looked around the small cabin for somewhere to escape, but felt 
her hand taking his and pulling him to her. He was still standing and 
she scooted forward on her couch cushion. He looked down at her, 
those soft brown eyes glazed with a desire he had never seen before, 
but also with a curiosity that would not be denied. She let go of his 
hand and, again, began to stroke his shaft, squeezing it every third or 
fourth stroke. 


His head was swimming with desire as well. He wanted her to take it 
out and start sucking on it sure as you please, but that was not going 
to happened. He'd shoot before they got that far. 


"Breathe on it," he panted. "Put your mouth on it and breathe on it." 


It was the first initiative Mike had made since this madness started. 
She looked at him, cinching her eyebrows. "What do you mean?" 


He bit his lip and shifted his weight. "Like you've been touching it. 
Put your mouth on it and blow. I mean, breath out." 


"Like a blow-job?" El asked, genuinely curious. 


"Fuck," Mike said under his breath. Was this really happening? How 
did El know what a blowjob was? Max. He wanted to bless and curse 
the redhead at the moment. 


"What is it, Mike?" El said worriedly. "Is something wrong?" 


"No," Mike said, shaking his head with emphasis. And her lips were 
on his cock. Holy Shit! She breathed on it and the warm air bled 
through his jean and jockeys and enveloped his manhood. His knees 
buckled, but he didn't fall. He looked down to see her staring back at 
him, her lips attached to his shaft. El's lips were on his shaft. He 
closed his eyes as another burst of heated air washed over him. She 
released him momentarily and sat back, eyeing him. 


"Was that good?" She asked. 

"So fucking good," he answered, still dumbly euphoric. 

"Did you shoot the sticky stuff?" 

No," he replied. " Not yet." 

"Mike," she said like a command, touching his belt. "Unbuckle." 


El watched as he hesitated, again. She understood it and didn't mind. 
She tucked her hair behind her ears and reached out to help him 
undo his pants. He kindly stopped her and unbuckled his belt 
watching her as he did so. He unbutton them and unzipped them, but 
stopped there. 


"Are you sure about this, El?" he asked. She knew he loved her. She 
knew he would never force her or even try to convince her to do 
something she didn't want to do. They would not have sex. She had 


decided this. However, she was ready to make him feel pleasure. The 
kind she had only heard about from Max. From what Lucas had told 
her. She wanted to make him cum. There. She said it. Well, thought 
it. 


"I'm sure, Mike," she replied. "I want to make you feel good. The best 
ever. I want to see your...dick." 


With that she pulled down his pants so they rested at this ankles. And 
there it was, protected only by a thin layer of cotton. She stared at 
the shaft, straining against the cotton. She did not know how long it 
was, bit it looked big. The wet spot at the tip was more pronounced 
and seemed to saturate the area around the tip. She took the cotton 
covered cock in her hand, circling it better now that there was not so 
much in the way. Mike gasped and bucked his hips which pushed the 
thing closer to her face. Like before, she put her mouth on it again, 
this time over the tip. She could feel the heat of him and taste only a 
little something like salt. The shaft jerked, pulsing and Mike cursed 
again, add her name in praise. She release it from her mouth and 
looked at Mike. He looked almost sad in a helpless way, but also 
looked at her with such love and longing. 


He could see the question in her eyes and said: "I didn't cum yet, but 
El, what you're doing is amazing. I am leaking so much." 


"I want you to shoot, Mike," she said. "I want to see it." 


He was going crazy. This girl he loved. The sweetest, most innocent, 
most powerful, most lovely, most beautiful creature he had ever 
known wanted to pleasure him. It was his fantasy come to life. A 
thing he he had shot his load to countless times. 


She reached up and pulled down his briefs. His hard cock, so fucking 
hard cock, jumped from its restraints and stood attention right before 
El's eyes. He had measured it. What teenager hadn't? Just over 7 
inches and not terribly thick, which he never worried about until this 
moment. 


Her touch on his naked dick caused one of the largest leaks of 
precum to escape the head. She gripped it, not too hard and pulled 
the foreskin up over the head. Pre-cum bathed her fingers. She 


stroked it it four times up and down. Up and down. He would shoot if 
she did it one more time. She stopped; perhaps sensing what would 
happen. 


Then is mind exploded when she put the head into her mouth and 
closed her lips around it. The cave of warm wetness was more 
powerful that he ever imagined. The nerve endings in the head 
screamed with pleasure, causing Mike to bend his knees and throw 
his head back. His arms hung at his sides, unwilling to touch her 
head, to pull it forward and press his dick further into the humid 
depths of her mouth. She didn't go down farther, but liked and 
sucked on the tip. He leaned forward, pressing his hips forward in a 
subtle gesture, which slid the shaft another two inches, he supposed, 
into her mouth. 


El did not know what to do. She knew what she was doing was good 
because the sounds Mike was making were pleasure. His penis was 
hot. But not like a beef frank hot off the grill. It was dense. She tried 
not to bite him, but knew that her teeth had raked against it more 
than once. Mike was too...she didn't know what...to kind complain. 
She let the head slip of of her mouth, but still held it her hand, 
continuing to stroke it idly. 


"Am I doing this right, Mike?" she, asked, concerned, wanting to 
make sure. 


"God, yes, El!" Mike exclaimed, breathing heavily. You are perfect 
and this...this is freaking amazing. Are you going to keep going?" 


She didn't answer, but took the head back into her mouth, adjusting 
her position to see if she could go down further. She could smell him, 
the sweat in the hairs and some of the stuff that had leaked out. It 
smelled good. It smelled like Mike. It make her want to take more of 
him in her mouth. She pressed down and felt the head hit the the 
back of her throat, causing her gag reflex to engage. She coughed and 
pulled up, but did not let the head escape her mouth. She continued 
to suckle on the tip. 


The fireworks went off inMike's cock and his mind as El's blessed lips 
slid further down his shaft than before. He guessed she was at four 
inches and it took great effort not put his hand on her head and push. 


She came back up and went back down. She gagged, but didn't quit. 
Amazing. She came back up and went back...FUCK. He was going to 
CUM. He hadn't warned her! 


"EL WAIT!" he warned. "I'm going to-" 


He pulled out of her mouth more harshly than intended, just as the 
first jet of cum left his dick. It landed in her curls on the left side of 
her face. He bent his knees trying lower himself, but he had little 
control in the grip of orgasm. The second shot hit her square in the 
throat and he watched helplessly as it ran into the collar of her baby 
blue CareBears t-shirt. 


He could not know what possessed her, but she took hold of the 
shooting dick and pointed it at her chest. There were two more jets, 
each less powerful than the last that landed in milky white streaks in 
the center of her chest. 


She still held on to him as the remnants of his cum oozed into the 
space between her thumb and forefinger.. 


"Wow," she said, her eyes wide with shocked excitement. "I guess you 
shot off for real. You shot a lot." 


Mike fell on to the couch and she scooted back to lean into his 
shoulder. He felt the wetness of his own cum, in her hair, touch his 
arm. His still erect shaft, wet with cum and saliva demanded their 
attention for a moment. 


He turned to her and said: "God, El, I'm so sorry I didn't tell you that 
was going to happen." 


He looked at her throat, glistening with his jizz and felt his dick 
twitch again. The stain on her shirt deepened with each passing 
moment. 


"Don't worry about it, Mike," she said, with a smile, leaning back on 
the couch. He watched as played with the jizz on her shirt, spiraling 
it in circles. "It will clean." 


He chuckled, nervously at that and sat up to pull his briefs back on. 
He pulled up his pants as well. He noticed El pouting at him. 


"What?" he asked. 
"Can you only do that once a day?" 


He stared at her, tilting his head in wonder. "I can do it as many 
times as you want to help with it." 


"Maybe one more. After a nap." 


Miked grinned and kissed her full on the mouth. "After a nap." 


